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Title: EPISODE II: THE FLYING SEASON PART I 
ANIMATION: PANGEA SEPARATION 

FADE IN to torch lit parchment: A pseudocylindrical world 
map of the super continent Pangea. We see the three rivers 
which meet on the shores of Eden. 

Millenia pass, and the continents drift apart, Eden drifts 
west with North America, becoming a small island in the 
Caribbean. 

Three ships cross the ocean from Spain to the Americas, 
leaving a dotted line in their wake. 

Dissolve to: 

EXT. SPANISH GALLEON-DAY 
Title: Fall 1493 

A majestic medium shot of a younger Alistair MacLadden as 
PONCE DE LEON in full conguistador regalia, standing at the 
bow of a Spanish Galleon as it sails in the Atlantic on a 
bright sunny day. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

In the autumn of fourteen hundred 
and ninety three, Don Diego de 
Vargas Zapata Lujan Ponce de Leon, 
of noble Castilian lineage, arrives 
to the Caribbean on Christopher 
Columbus's second voyage across the 
Atlantic. 

Pull back to reveal sailors and conguistadors on deck, keep 
pulling back to show two more fully manned galleons. We pan 
around to stern side of the three ships and see the crystal 
blue waters of the approaching islands. 

EXT. ISLAND JUNGLE. 

Ponce de Leon and other soldiers are on horses, watching as 
trees are cut down and hauled away by natives with chains on 
their legs. 


(CONTINUED) 
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MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

He founds a village... 

EXT. ISLAND PORT 

A village is being built. Dozens of slaves work to raise 
structures. 

INT. STONE CHURCH 

Ponce De Leon is standing on the dais as witness to the 
execution of a native prisoner, who is bound to a chair with 
a garrote around his neck. A priest baptizes the native and 
then reads him his last rites in Latin. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Christianizes native peoples... 

The priest steps to Ponce de Leon's side, an executioner 
tightens the garrote. The native's throat is crushed and 
blood comes gurgling out of his mouth and nose. 

EXT. BEACH 

Ponce de Leon on a horse among other mounted soldiers 
slaughtering dozens of natives with swords and muskets. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

Helps crush Indian revolts in 
Espanola... 

Ponce de Leon thrusts a sword through the neck of a native 
from up on his horse and then shoots the native right in the 
face. The native slides off Ponce de Leon's sword and falls 
faceless to the ground. 

EXT. COLONY OF PUERTO RICO 

In the town square a sign that reads: "Puerto Rico" is being 
nailed to a tree. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

...and is rewarded with permission 
to explore and colonize the island 
of Puerto Rico. Ponce de Leon is 
made "Adelantado," meaning 
Governor. 
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Ponce de Leon rides his horse down the dirt road of a newly 
built colony on a bay of Puerto Rico. He is followed down 
the road by an entourage of soldiers and underlings on 
horses. The road is abuzz with colonists at work all around 
him. 

Ponce de Leon arrives to a view of the ocean, where five 
galleon ships are anchored off shore. He stares out to sea 
on his horse as if posing for a painting. 

INT. DUNGEON 

A native PRISONER is bound to a table. His feet, which hang 
off the end of the table, are being burned by a roaring fire 
in a glowing hot cauldron. The prisoner is screaming, for 
his toes look like burnt hotdogs. The table is pulled away 
from th^j fire by soldiers. The prisoner's feet are still 
smoking. The prisoner starts babbling endlessly as tears of 
pain stream down his cheeks. A man translates the native's 
confession for Ponce De Leon. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

It is in Puerto Rico where Juan 
Ponce de Leon first hears news of 
an island made holy by the hand of 
God: in the Caribbean there is an 
island where flow waters that bring 
eternal youth and beauty to anyone 
who should drink of them. 

EXT. BEACH - DAWN 

The shore of a small Caribbean island. 

An OLD NATIVE MAN wades through surf as he pushes a canoe 
off the shore into the ocean. His hair is white, wispy, and 
crazed out, his face is full of hard wrinkles, his muscles 
flop off of his bones. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

This is the story Ponce de Leon is 
told: An old Indian is ready to 
die. He gets in a canoe and paddles 
out to sea. 
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EXT. OCEAN 

The old man paddles across the ocean steadily in and out of 
days and nights. 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

For days and nights, the old 
man paddles. He does not stop to 
rest. On the third night, he sees 
an island. 

Nighttime. The old man stops paddling. 

MACLADDEN (V.O) 

He thought he'd made it to the 
afterlife, for it was unlike 
anything he'd ever seen. 

In the distance there is a towering mountain island, the 
Eden we saw at the beginning of this tale. Tall sparkling 
waterfalls fall down steep cliffs. Its jungles are glowing 
green from within. A full moon is coming up just above the 
mountain's peak. 

EXT. OCEAN CLIFFS OF BIMINI - NIGHT 

The old man paddles his canoe alongside the treacherous 
cliffs of the island. As he paddles we see a very odd 
phenomenon: the old man paddles as if time is moving 
normally for him, but everything around him is moving at 
alarmingly fast rate: jittering ripples and waves in the 
water, vines crawling down the cliffside, frenetic cloud 
movement. The moon and canopy of stars make a slow but 
perceptible movement across the sky. 

As the old man paddles around a cliff wall we see a 
waterfall pouring into the ocean. The water is falling so 
fast it appears as a ghostly blur. 

MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

He named the island 'Bimini', from 
the Arawak language, "Bibi" meaning 
"Mother", "Mini" meaning "Waters"; 

Bimini: Mother of All Waters. 

Parched and tired, the old man guides his vessel to the 
waterfall, gets his head under it. Million of gallons pound 
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over his head in a matter of seconds, creating a ghostly 
mist all around him. He drinks and drinks and drinks. 

A brilliant light comes streaming from his eyes, mouth, nose 
and ears. The old man grabs at his eyes as if he's gone 
blind and then everything goes blinding white. 

EXT. WHITE 


MACLADDEN (V.O) 

...for when the old man drank the 
island's waters, he became a 
newborn man. 

We see only white. We hear the ocean, we hear a steady 
paddling. 

EXT. OCEAN 

Eventually we fade from white to a MAN IN HIS PRIME: 
youthful, muscular, long black hair, a perfect specimen of 
the male species. He makes mighty oar strokes and his canoe 
hightails it across an empty ocean. 

His eyes have a newborn's sheen, the brilliant light in his 
eyes slowly diminishes. Eventually, the Bahama coast he left 
as an old man comes into view. 

EXT. BEACH 

The man brings his canoe ashore. 

MACLADDEN (V.O) 

He returned to his tribe a perfect 
specimen of himself, ready to take 
a new wife and beget more children. 

INT. STONE PRISON 


MACLADDEN (V.O.) 

To a man like Ponce de Leon, whose 
sole ambitions were wealth and 
power, this prisoner's tale, if q 
true, had immeasurable potential. 

The prisoner continues to babble. Ponce de Leon stops the 
native from speaking. 
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PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

Can you take me to this "Fountain 
of Youth"? 

The translator asks the prisoner the question. The prisoner 
answers. 

TRANSLATOR 
(in Spanish) 

No, Adelantado. He says he does not 
know where the island is. He's only 
heard the story. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

Where is the tribe of this newborn 
man? 

The translator asks the prisoner the question. The prisoner 
answers. The translator asks him another question. The 
prisoner answers. 

TRANSLATOR 
(in Spanish) 

In the Bahamas, Adelantado. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

Where in the Bahamas? Be more 
precise. 

TRANSLATOR 
(in Spanish) 

I asked him for specifics. He 
claims not to know where. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

Put his feet back in the fire. 

TRANSLATOR 
(in Spanish) 

Very good, Adelantado. 

The translator says something to the prisoner, and the 
prisoner cries out in protest. The soldiers pick up the 
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table and put his feet back over the cauldron. The 
prisoner's screams are simply horrifying. 

EXT. SAN CRISTOBAL AT SEA - MORNING 

Ponce de Leon and his navigator, ANTON ALIMINOS are on the 
deck of the caravel San Cristobal. Aliminos is mapping their 
route: sextant and other tools of navigation are laying 
about on his navigator's table. Standing next to them in 
chains is the MAN IN HIS PRIME from the prisoner's tale. His 
eyes shine like a newborn's. 

There are two store ships along side their ship, loaded with 
settlers, livestock and supplies, priests and friars. All 
told there is a population of nearly 300 people ready to 
colonize. 

EXT. SAN CRISTOBAL AT SEA - AFTERNOON 

Before them is the island of Bimini. The man in his prime 
says something to the translator. 

TRANSLATOR 

He says this is the place. 

PONCE DE LEON 

Throw him back in his cell. 

Soldiers lead the man away. Ponce de Leon puts a cigar in 
his mouth. A soldier steps forward with a torch and lights 
it. 

Aliminos is looking through his spyglass at the island. 

Waves are breaking on some shallow reefs nearby. 

ALIMINOS 

So far the island is all cliffs and 
we can't get any closer. There's 
nothing but reef ahead. 

PONCE DE LEON 

Sail around the island until we 
find a beach. If we must anchor 
this far ashore, so be it. 

They sail around the island, kept at a distance by shallow 
reefs. Ahead of them, the island juts out, offering a narrow 
cove with a bright white beach at the base of the mountain. 
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PONCE DE LEON 
There, in that cove. 

Anton lifts a spy glass to his eye. 

ALIMINOS 

The slope from the beach into the 
interior looks reasonable. 

As he scans the mountain above the beach, he spies a nine 
foot tall Lilim watching them from the cliff. Aliminos does 
not believe what he sees. 

ALIMINOS 

There is an inhumanly tall savage 
woman on that cliff up there. 

He passes the glass to Ponce de Leon and points to the 
cliff. Ponce de Leon spies the Lilim. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(raises eyebrow) 

Perhaps it's something in the 
water. 

ALIMINOS 

I think our presence is known. 

Ponce de Leon's POV through spyglass: He's spied another 
Lilim. There are two giant swords on her back. 

PONCE DE LEON 

They don't appear to be friendly. 

POV through spy glass moving along the cliffs. Ponce de Leon 
spies a demonic looking female Lilim with pitch black skin 
and giant black wings. He chokes on his cigar smoke. 

PONCE DE LEON 
Mother of God! 

ALIMINOS 
What is it? 

Ponce de Leon lowers the spy glass and starts yelling 
orders. 


(CONTINUED) 
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PONCE DE LEON 

All ships prepare cannons! All arms 
on deck! Load the away boats! 

Suddenly all three boats are busy and yelling. 

EXT COVE 

The ships are anchored along a large reef a few thousand 
feet from the cove. The away boats are loaded with people 
and supplies and start heading towards the shore. Large 
rafts carry horses. Ponce de Leon, the Translator, and 
Aliminos are on the lead boat. Ponce de Leon stands at the 
helm, as if posing for a painting. 

As the boats near the shore, they seem to pass through an 
energy field. Time is suddenly moving at an unsettling rate. 
The midday sun starts crawling towards sunset. The tree 
branches and vines on the jungled shore seem to move like 
snakes. Ponce de Leon and their crew look around in 
disbelief. 

The men start yelling in fear. 

ANTON ALIMINOS 
It is sorcery, Adelantado! 

More boats pass through the veil and start experiencing the 
time warp, they too start losing their shit. The horses 
start freaking out and tearing up their own boats with their 
hooves. A raft breaks apart, spilling 4 horses into the sea. 
Ponce de Leon points to a boat full of friars and priests. 

PONCE DE LEON 

YOU! ALL OF YOU! FOR CHRIST SAKES 
START PRAYING! 

The holy men drop to their knees and start praying 
voraciously. A white ghosty light comes off of their bodies 
and glows brighter as their chant becomes louder. 

EXT. SHORE OF THE COVE 

Spaniards spill out of the boats onto the beach and are 
kneeling all around, afeared, praying, and crossing 
themselves. 

Ponce de Leon makes his way through the throngs of people 
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freaking out on the beach and stands on a dune. Night has 
fallen and constellations spin across the sky. 

PONCE DE LEON 

MY FRIENDS, HEAR ME! DO NOT BE 
FOOLED BY THIS SORCERY! THIS ISLAND 
MAY BE HELD IN THE CLAWS OF THE 
DEVIL BUT THESE SAVAGES CANNOT 
DEFEND THEMSELVES AGAINST US. THEY 
HAVE NO ARMOR, THEY HAVE NO GUNS, 

THEY HAVE NO GOD. THIS ISLAND 
BELONGS TO OUR KING NOW AND THEY 
WILL KNEEL OR DIE. TONIGHT, MY 
FRIENDS, WE DRINK FROM THE FOUNT OF 
EVER LASTING LIFE! 

The Spaniards suddenly all start cheering and waving their 
muskets and swords. A full moon appears on the horizon and 
starts climbing the sky. 

PONCE DE LEON 
BRING HERE THE FLAGS! 

A cross is being propped up by two soldiers as people come 
ashore. Ponce de Leon plants Spain's flag in the beach and 
drops to his knee, facing inland. There's a man on each side 
of him with additional flags, also kneeling. 

PONCE DE LEON 

I CLAIM THIS LAND, IN THE NAME OF 
SPAIN. 

The people cheer. Ponce de Leon stands to strike a pose. 

EXT BIMINI COLONY DAY 

A defensive camp is being built 100 yards inland. Cannons 
have been brought inland and are aimed up the hill. Sentries 
stand along the perimeter of the camp. Trees all the way to 
the beach are being cleared, supplies and livestock are 
being carried/led off the launch to the settlement site. 
Spain's flag whips in a wickedly fast wind. 

We move past the camp up a slope through the wet and glowing 
jungle interior that seems to grow and move all around us. 

We climb up hundreds of feet until we come up on a battalion 
of 100+ men inching their way up the incline. They are armed 
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to the teeth; their numbers are fanned out across the hill. 
Native American slaves slash at wriggling vines with 
machetes. Ponce de Leon leads from the rear. 

EXT PRECIPICE ON HILLSIDE- DUSK 

As the light leaves the sky things begin to glow a dull 
green. They climb up to a rather large precipice that 
overlooks the ocean and their boats. The foliage crawls all 
around them. Clouds start to gather in the sky above; they 
flicker and glow with the threat of lightning. Ponce de Leon 
looks winded. He holds his hand out and calls for his troops 
to halt. He looks up into the dark hill ahead of him. 
Fireflies jitter and spin trails of light in the green glow. 

PONCE DE LEON 
Let's rest here a moment. 

Soldiers make a perimeter around the precipice. Ponce De 
Leon puts a cigar between his teeth and a soldier lowers his 
torch into Ponce de Leon cigar. Ponce puffs on it, and it 
consumes almost half the cigar, causing him to hack and 
cough out a large cloud of smoke. 

Aliminos stands close to the ledge and looks out on the 
boats in the sea down below. He too looks tired. He takes a 
hit off of his wine skin. He turns and sees the translator 
standing next to him. 

ALIMINOS 

I am not comforted by this place. 

He passes the wine skin to the translator. The translator 
takes a hit from the skin. 

TRANSLATOR 

I swear it's like... a dream. 

ALIMINOS 

How long would you say we've been 
on this island. 

TRANSLATOR 

Seven, maybe eight hours? 
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ALIMINOS 

Before we first landed, you were 
clean shaven. And yet somehow in 
less than half a day, you have 
become a bearded man. 

The Translator feels his face and is shocked to find he has 
been getting his beard on. 

TRANSLATOR 

This is madness. What is this 
place? 


ALIMINOS 

It seems to me also that we landed 
here only eight hours ago. But 
according to the sun's movement, we 
stepped on the shore two weeks ago, 
and have been hiking up this 
mountain for more than eight days. 

He stares up the dark but glowing hill. 

ALIMINOS 

And yet nobody has come to greet 
us. 

Suddenly an enormous sharpened log flies out from the dark 
forest above them, impales the head of the translator, and 
sticks him into the tree behind him. The wine skin drops 
from his hand. His body is limp and hangs there by his head 
hole, and because they are all in some kind of crazy time 
warp, the translator's dead carcass goes pale and starts 
decaying immediately. 

ALIMINOS 
(taking cover) 

Fucking hell! 

The soldiers turn to see the skewered Spaniard. An alarum 
rises up from the batallion. Swords and guns are drawn. 

There is a wild popping static in the air about them and the 
wind starts blowing hard. A long crackling thunder in the 
distance. They stand there waiting. Nothing is happening. 
Ponce de Leon points at a group of soldiers. 
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PONCE DE LEON 
You, go up there! 

Another violent rumbling in the sky. Eight soldiers 
cautiously move up the side of the hill, we hear their armor 
clanking as they climb. Then silence. 

There is a blinding lightning crash, followed by shrieks of 
human terror, horrible screaming. The dismembered arms and 
legs of the soldiers fly up from the trees and and rain down 
on Ponce de Leon's men. 

A delimbed torso/head, still alive, is chucked into the 
soldiers ranks and slides to a stop on at Ponce de Leon's 
feet. A screaming head/torso that is spurting blood where 
it's limbs should be: It's just so fucking horrible. More 
arms legs and living head/torsos rain down from the sky. A 
bloody hand from a flying arm slaps Aliminos in the face and 
knocks him over. 


ALIMINOS 

(urgently) 

We must fall back, Adelanto! 

PONCE DE LEON 

Nonsense! (to the troops) READY 
YOUR WEAPONS! HOLD YOUR 
POSITIONS!!! 

As the men hold out their swords a blinding multi-pronged 
lightning strike simultaneously fricassees a squad of eight 
men on the precipice. Their smoking armored carcasses fall 
simultaneously to the ground. 

As the soldiers scatter from the blast an ambush falls upon 
them. The Lilim are brutal in their attack, hacking the 
soldiers to pieces, ripping off limbs with their bare hands. 
The Spaniards fire their muskets and rifles in earnest as 
they fall back towards the shore down the incline. Several 
Lilim are felled by gunfire but some of them stand back up 
and resume dismembering the invaders. 

A downpour ensues and in a short time, the landscape becomes 
a mudslick. Soldiers can't even get a decent foothold in the 
fight and are assailed with arrows as they struggle to keep 
on their feet. 
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The Lilim we saw on the cliffside with two swords on her 
back stomps down the hill with a sword in each hand. A 
soldier runs at her. 


NETA 

(in Hebrew) 

BIND HIM. 

Vines whip out from the trees to grab the soldier's wrist 
and ankles and stretch his limbs out as if he's on a 
medieval rack. NETA raises her swords and swings them down, 
delimbing the soldier. His head/torso falls to the ground. 

NETA stands over him, He looks up at her, terrified. She 
stomps his skull flat. 

Another soldier fires at her and hits her in the shoulder, 
NETA is knocked to the ground next to a large tree. She 
looks at the soldier reloading his musket and touches the 
tree. 


NETA 

(in Hebrew) 

BREAK HIM. 

The giant tree falls over and crushes the armored Spaniard 
like a soda can. 

Cut to: Ponce de Leon finishes a Lilim off with a sword sunk 
to the hilt through her gut. As he uses his foot against the 
Lilim's ribs to recover his sword, another Lilim leaps on 
his back and wraps her arm around his neck. Ponce chokes as 
she strains to pop his head off, Aliminos fires his musket 
at point blank range into the back of the her head. Ponce De 
Leo takes a face full of her brain matter. She falls limp on 
top Ponce, pinning him under her massive frame. Aliminos 
helps push her body off of him. Ponce is having a coughing 
fit. 


ALIMINOS 

THESE ARE NOT MEN! THEY ARE DEMONS! 

He helps a dazed Ponce to his feet. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(His voice is strained) 

We must... retreat... 
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The scattered soldiers that haven't been slaughtered are 
screaming and running for their lives. Lightning is striking 
everywhere, some striking soldiers on the run. Ponce and 
Aliminos make their way back down the hill to the encampment 
with what's left of the contingent. 

Ponce's armor is pierced by an arrow, it travels through his 
back left shoulder, forming a sharp bump on the other side 
of his armor. He tumbles down the hill guite a distance. 

ALIMINOS 

Pick him up! Pick him up! 

Aliminos and 3 other soldiers take Ponce De Leon in their 
arms as more men form a wall behind them. 

A soldier carrying Ponce de Leon takes an arrow through the 
back of the head, exiting through the left eye. He falls 
dead, and takes Ponce with him to the ground. 

ALIMINOS 

Mother of God! Pick him up! 

Another soldier steps in and helps carry Ponce to camp. 

ALIMINOS 

Hold fast Adelanto, we are nearly 
at the camp. 


EXT CAMP 

The sounds of the skirmish on the hill above can be heard, 
Folks at camp are already scrambling for their weapons, 
preparing for invasion. Sentries get ready to fire their 
weapons. 

We can see what's left of the Spanish Conquistadors, a few 
dozen of them come pouring out of the tree-line into camp, 
screaming in terror. Aliminos comes crashing out of the 
forest carrying Ponce with the other soldiers. 

ALIMINOS 

(yelling at camp) 

HELP US! HELP US! Bring the horses! 

A soldier rides up to them with horses. Ponce de Leon is 
draped over a horse, Aliminos climbs into the saddle. 
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ALIMINOS 
(to the soldier) 

Find the doctor, meet us at the 
launch, (to a foot soldier) You! 

Order a full retreat! 

SOLDIER 
Yes, my lord! 

As Aliminos takes off with Ponce on his horse for the beach 
the soldier with retreat orders is struck by a dozen arrows 
at once. He falls dead. Lightning strikes down a settler on 
the launch and sets the launch afire. 

Lilim pour out of the forest and begin slaughtering the 
settlers and soldiers defending camp as others flee for the 
launch. 

EXT. OCEAN COVE 

The slim cove, it appears, is a defensive advantage. Arrows 
rain down on the escaping boats. Fewer than 30 Spaniards, 
including Aliminos and Ponce de Leon, are on their way back 
to the ships. 

As they row away they hear the sounds of their fellow 
countrymen being slaughtered on the shore, by the light of 
the fires of their camp now ablaze they can see them being 
cut down and ripped apart. 

EXT. SAN CRISTOBAL AT SEA - NIGHT 

Ponce de Leon's boat is being raised up to the deck of the 
San Cristobal. Ponce De Leon is wheezing, bloody, and weak, 
held sitting up by two soldiers. 

PONCE DE LEON 
Strip this armor from me. 

EXT. DECK OF SPANISH GALLEON - DAY 

Title: Two Months Later. 

Aliminos is navigating aboard some large unknown Spanish 
vessel through a calm sea. His face is clean shaven, the 
hair on his head has gone white. His eyes have a dead 
faraway look, like he has seen some shit. There are five 
more galleons in queue, they are packed to the teeth with 
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soldiers. It is a blindingly bright day, there is not a 
cloud in the sky. 

Aliminos has his astrolabe in hand by which he sights the 
sun and determines the ships position. 

EXT. ISLAND OF BIMINI - DAY 

As the vessel approaches the island of Bimini it is 
completely different, more closely resembling islands 
typical of the Caribbean, low lying, lush, no mountain, no 
waterfalls, and not as nearly enveloped by vegetation as the 
island once was. Aliminos turns to the ship's captain. 

ALIMINOS 

I can't explain it. This is where 
we were. 

He pulls out his map and his drawings of the Eden he saw and 
spreads them out on the table. 

ALIMINOS 

The reef and the shoreline are 
exactly as I mapped it, see. But 
look at this (he indicates sketches 
of Eden) and then look out there. 

This is not the same island. 

They sail around the coral reef. As they near the cove they 
see the cross that had been raised on the shore, but instead 
of the three flags they'd left, there are hundreds of 
makeshift flags lining the shore. The flags whip in the 
wind. 


ALIMINOS 

There is where we landed. 

CAPTAIN 

Let's go ashore and have a look. 

ALIMINOS 

I'll stay on the boat, if it's all 
the same. 

EXT. SHORE OF THE COVE - DAY 

Three small boats come ashore. Soldiers climb out of the 
boat and walk along the beach towards the flags with 
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trepidation. The bones of dead settlers litter the shore 
along with the armor of soldiers, some remains are partly 
washed over with sand. 

The hundreds of flags that line the shore are not Spain's. 
Instead they are the blood soaked shirts taken off of the 
dead settlers' backs. 

EXT. DECK OF SPANISH GALLEON - DAY 

A close up of Aliminos with that dead faraway look as he 
watches the soldiers try to make sense of what's left of 
their failed colonization attempt. We hear a voice-over of a 
conversation between Ponce de Leon and Aliminos. Ponce 
wheezes between his speech. 

PONCE DE LEON (V.O.) 

I fear... I am bleeding to death. 

ALIMINOS (V.O.) 

You will not die today, Adelanto. 

INT MASTER QUARTERS ABOARD THE SAN CRISTOBAL 

We flashback to Ponce De Leon on his deathbed. A battle-torn 
Ponce is in his bed, head propped on a pile of pillows, his 
chest wrapped in bandages, a large spot of blood on the left 
side of his chest. Aliminos is bedside, covered in his 
friend's blood. Ponce looks at the ceiling, breathing 
erratically. 


PONCE DE LEON 
Our savior's hand... is 
outstretched... and waiting, Anton. 

I will take it in mine soon enough. 

(wheezes) Bring me a cigar. 

ALIMINOS 
Here. One of mine. 

Aliminos takes a cigar from his jacket and lights it, using 
a bedside candle. He holds the lit cigar in Ponce's mouth 
and lets him take a drag. Ponce chokes on the smoke, which 
causes him to cry out in pain. 
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PONCE DE LEON 

I fear my lust for glory...(coughs 
more) has brought about the 
slaughter of my people. 

ALIMINOS 

The devil was laying in wait. You 
couldn't have known. 

Ponce's coughing fit dissipates into a rhythmic wheeze. He 
looks at Aliminos, and smiles. 

PONCE DE LEON 

Anton... I can see you now. I can 
see you as you really are, old 
friend. 

Ponce stares at Aliminos for a moment, and then turns his 
head back up towards the ceiling. 

PONCE DE LEON 
You are weeping. 

Aliminos wipes tears from his eyes. 

ALIMINOS 

I am. 

Ponce de Leon dies with his eyes open. ECU of Ponce's eyes. 
EXT. A GRASSY HILL BY THE SEA 

Panoramic shot of a grassy hill by the sea. At the top of 
hill is a well, and next to the well stands a stone statue 
of a girl with a bucket in her hand. 

Same ECU of Ponce de Leon's open eyes. 

MCU of the STONE MAIDEN at the well. She is beautiful. 
Alabaster white. No iris or pupil in her eyes, just a solid 
white color. Though she appears to be made of stone, her 
long white hair and dress are moving in the breeze. 

Same ECU of Ponce's eyes. He blinks. And blinks again. He is 
in awe. 

A medium shot reveals that Ponce is but a tiny creature 
standing in the palm of the Stone Maiden's hand, which she 
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has brought up to eye level so that they are face to face. 

He stands before her naked and healed of his wounds. 

CU of Ponce full of bliss. He weeps with joy. 

CU of the Stone Maiden, radiating with light, who looks upon 
Ponce with no expression at all. 

They stay locked in a stare this way until Ponce, who seems 
to have realized something, breaks the silence. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

I know now. My purpose. 

The Stone Maiden continues to stare expressionlessly at the 
tiny Spaniard in her hand. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

One could say mistakes were made. 

But the outcome couldn't have been 
more perfect. Wouldn't you agree? 

The Stone Maiden blinks. 

PONCE DE LEON 
(in Spanish) 

I would like to try again. 

The Stone Maiden smiles slightly, warmly, like a mother that 
knows better. 

STONE MAIDEN 
(in Spanish) 

So be it. 

The Stone Maiden leans in close. She blows hard at Ponce as 
if he were a candle to be put out. Ponce turns to sand and 
is dispersed in the wind. The last thing we see is a CU of 
him smiling blissfully as his face is scattered in the 
breeze. 


FADE TO WHITE 
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EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

A country tune called "Never Cried" plays sorrowfully. 

WHITE FADES TO 
Montage! 

A CU of Macladden's smiling face that matches our last view 
of Ponce, except of course MacLadden is bald, old, wearing 
glasses, and his head is bumping up and down like a bobble- 
head. Pan back. He is in his golf cart, driving slowly down 
the dirt road with a trio of Chevy Tahoe Police Cruisers 
creeping behind him with their blue lights spinning. 

They pull up to the edge of the cliff overlooking the site 
of the incident. Officer PHIL exits his vehicle and walks to 
the cliff's edge. MacLadden points out the carnage below. 
MacLadden stays up top as Phil climbs down the cliff with 
the other officers into the mud pit to investigate the 
accident. He starts taking polaroid pictures. 

A wrecker arrives, MacLadden guides the truck as it backs up 
to the cliff's edge. Izzy and Mickey arrive to the scene in 
Izzy's beat up Ford Courier. From a distance we watch them 
speak with MacLadden. 

Mickey, Phil & MacLadden stand among a small crowd of farm 
folk at cliff's edge, all with blank stares as the wrecker 
yanks Melvin's SR5 out of the mud like a rotten tooth and 
then hauls it away. 

As Mickey speaks with MacLadden and Phil, Izzy is poking 
around the crash site. 

CU of IZZY: dude is baked out of his mind. As he stumbles 
through the mud he spies Uther's mudboots and wrenches them 
from the mud. He holds them up for those on the cliff to 
see. 


IZZY 

(yelling) 

Hey! It's Uther's boots! 


PHIL 

(annoyed, yelling) 

Israel, will you drop them damn 
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(cont'd) 

boots?! They could be evidence. 

Izzy drops the boots. 

IZZY 

(yelling) 

That's what I'm sayin, homie, 
evidence Uther walked away from the 
crash. There's his footprints right 
there! 


PHIL 

(yelling) 

Thank you Inspector Clouseau. There 
are footprints all over and all 
you've done is add to them. Now 
haul your butt off my crime scene. 

Phil realizes what he has just said in front of Mickey. 

PHIL 

There's no crime, Mrs. Smith... as 
far as I can tell, there's nothing 
nefarious that's happened here. 

Let's just call it, for the moment, 
a freak occurrence beyond my 
comprehension. And while I may be 
out of my league here, we got 
expert eyes and a scuba guy on the 
way-- they'll sift through all this 
until we make sense of it. Once 
they get here I'll start canvasing, 
maybe somebody close by saw 
something. 


MICKEY 

A scuba guy?! 

PHIL 

Well it looks like one of them 
walked from the wreck to the 
reservoir. I think they survived 
this, we just need a clear picture, 
that's all. 

Macladden puts a hand on Mickey's shoulder. 
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MACLADDEN 

I'm sure they're okay. 

Mickey shrugs his hand off and glares at him. Mickey gets 
weepy angry and starts asking MacLadden a bunch of questions 
without waiting for an answer. 

MICKEY 

What on earth could crush a truck 
from above like that? And what is 
up with these giant piles of dirt? 

And what happened to Uther and 
Melvin? Like, where the fuck are 
they, right now ? At the bottom of 
the reservoir, Alistair? Were they 
taken somewhere? Did they get 
chased off your property for some 
reason? 


MACLADDEN 
Mrs. Smith-- 


MICKEY 

(yelling) 

Goddammit I'm not done. Those men 
are NOT okay. If they were OKAY I 
would have woken up next to my 
husband this morning. I wouldn't be 
standing here with half of 
Pocatello staring at this mess with 
a missing person for a husband. And 
it wouldn't be a stretch to say 
that some weird inexplicable shit 
like this was somehow your doing. I 
MEAN IT'S RIGHT HERE IN YOUR BACK 
FUCKING YARD! 

Phil, who looks uncomfortable with how this conversation is 
developing, awkwardly raises the polaroid camera to his eye 
and snaps a polaroid of Mickey while she's yelling at 
MacLadden. The flash seems to snap her out of her rant. 

MICKEY 

Phil what the hell, do I look like 
I want my picture taken?! 
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PHIL 

I'm sorry... I just.. I'm sorry... 

Phil is saying this as he takes the polaroid from the camera 
and starts shaking it. Mickey snatches the photo from his 
hand, crumples it and throws it at Phil's face. It bounces 
off his forehead and lands in a mud puddle. 

MICKEY 

I'm not standing around waiting for 
answers you don't have when Israel 
and I could be out looking for 
them. Are you going to search this 
man's house? 

MACLADDEN 

I have already consented to a 
search of my home, Mrs. Smith. 

Please rest assured I will do 
everything within my power to aid 
in your husband's return. 

EXT. SILVER SCHOOL BUS- DARK 

Title Card: LATER THAT EVENING 

The explosive intro to Guiseppe Verdi's "Requiem Mass II: 
Dies Irae" plays while a sideways monsoon pelts the Silver 
School Bus. We pan around the bus. 

The Silver School Bus is more accurately described as an 
annex to the MacLadden Family Library. It is physically 
attached to the house, with the rear emergency door opening 
up into MacLadden's living room. The bus's windows are 
filled with a warm flickering yellow light, and the 
silhouette of MacLadden typing like mad can be seen within. 
Lightning strikes and lights the whole landscape as the 
chorus explodes. 

INT SILVER SCHOOL BUS 

The school bus is completely gutted of its passenger seats. 
MacLadden is sitting at the middle of a long and ornate wood 
table, a tiny chandelier hangs above the center of the 
table. He is surrounded by low shelves filled with books. On 
the table: maps, globes, papers, antigue navigation devices, 
drawings scattered all around. Verdi's " Requiem" spins on a 
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turntable, and is at an earsplitting volume. MacLadden types 
at his Olivetti like a man possessed, the cigarette clenched 
between his teeth is almost burnt to the filter. 

Blinding flashes of light fill the windows with every crash 
of the carriage and boom of the bass drum. MacLadden stops 
to take a meaningful pause while he sips some kind of blood 
red cocktail in a goblet. He puts the cigarette out. 

He feeds a new sheet into the Olivetti. He sets his fingers 
on the keys. He centers the page and majestically types a 
line. 

On the page it reads: ACT II: The Flying Season. 

He resets the carriage and his fingers take off, typing this 
on the page: When last we saw our adventurer , Uther Smith... 

MacLadden speaks as he rapidly types. 

MACLADDEN 

When last we saw our adventurer, 

Uther Smith, he stood upon a dirt 
road beside a muddy field, staring 
dumbly at a cloud. 

He stops to light a new cigarette and leaves it dangling 
from his lip as he resets the carriage. 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

The typing sound resumes. We are back at the moment just 
before Uther was abducted. 

Uther is standing at the bottom of the hill staring slack 
jawed at the sky as hundreds of crows circle above him. 

Vines start coming out of the clouds. 

MACLADDEN (V.O 

And extended from the belly of this 
cloud he spied a giant serpent, of 
a kind, which did open its ropy maw 
and strike down where Uther 
stood... 

The vines crash through the earth, forming a solid 
cylindrical wall around Uther. Massive amounts of soil spew 
into the air as the vines tunnel deep into the earth. 
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INT CHAMBER OF VINES 

Uther is inside the hollow chamber of vines. As he looks up 
at the eerie green lights above he hears a rattling sound. 

He takes his knife off of his hip and flips it open. A 
second legion of smaller vines come crashing down... 

MACLADDEN (V.O) 

...the creature then wrapped its 
long and leafy tongues about his 
person before swallowing our hero 
whole. 

Uther is bound head to toe in vines. He is sucked up into 
the tunnel as the vines retreat, and he is screaming bloody 
murder. 

EXT. SMITH/CIELO CRASH SITE 

The big vines are sucked back out of the earth, leaving 
behind the third Unnaturally Large Mound of Dirt. We follow 
the vines as they whip and spin up into the clouds and hear 
echoes of Uther's terror filled screams. 

EXT. PRECIPICE 


MACLADDEN (V.O) 

And then this serpent did drag its 
prey to its den in the clouds... 
and dispersed itself as it climbed 
up the outskirts of Eden. 

We are on the precipice where Lilim began their massacre of 
the Spaniards. Evidence of the battle on the precipice still 
remains: scattered bones and armor everywhere. We see the 
vines dragging Uther up the precipice as if he were a dead 
body in a rug. He cries out with each bump against the 
jagged rock. As we climb the hill we are back in the jungle. 
The thick outer vines disappear into the rocks and trees 
until the only vines remaining are the ones that have Uther 
tightly bound in its cocoon. His eyes are completely covered 
but we can kind of see his mouth, bits of his body. The 
vines pull the cocoon up into a massive tree and then stop 
short, leaving his body to hang from one of the lower 
branches. 

Uther bucks and fights the vines but just swings helplessly 
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from the branch. 


MACLADDEN (V.O) 

Look at Uther now, a bug in a 
serpent's web on the edge of 
paradise. So many questions come to 
mind. 

Finally Uther stops fighting. We can hear the chatter of a 
jungle. He twists his head until one of his eyes can see 
through a crack in the vines. From his POV we can kind of 
see through the vines that there is someone on the ground, 
watching him. 


UTHER 

Hello? Melvin! Is that you? (beat) 

Can someone please tell me what the 
hell is going on? Is^this some kind 
of prank game show? 

Whoever is watching Uther withdraws from sight. Uther starts 
fighting super hard against the cocoon, the vines tighten 
their grip. Uther stops moving. 

UTHER 

(wincing) 

Okay, okay, not so tight. Jesus. 

CU Uther's face. He's almost hyperventilating. He closes his 
eyes and stays still as his cocoon sways back and forth on 
momentum from the struggle. He starts making more controlled 
but powerful breaths. He opens his eyes. 

UTHER 

Okay... (breath) okay... (breath) 

He looks straight down his chest. Pan down. He is still 
holding the knife, his hand is only partially pinned to his 
chest. He twists the knife around carefully in his grip 
until the blade sits flat against the vines. He starts 
sawing and the blade easily slices an opening in the 
vegetation. He starts whispering as he continues to cut 
himself free. 


UTHER 

Yeah buddy... daddy never lets his 
blade go dull... you can go tell 
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UTHER (cont'd) 
that on a mountain! 

Uther frees his arm from the vines and then start slicing 
and hacking at the top his pod until he and his pod fall to 
ground. He lands on his side with a thud. He still looks 
like the survivor of a car crash. His feet are bare. He has 
a days worth of growth on his face. He rolls onto his back 
and groans. The vines that hit the ground with him slither 
away into the jungle. He watches the vines above him retreat 
into the trees. 

Uther can't believe what he sees. A glow in the dark jungle, 
everything alive and moving. He stands up, puts his knife 
back on his hip. He takes a tobacco tin from his coveralls 
and gets to thumb thwappin the tin. 

UTHER 

Okay, so... let's see. Let's see. 

He puts a tobacco chaw in his mouth. And is looking all 
around him. Assessing. 

UTHER 

Either I'm dead, dreaming, or 
somehow, someway, somebody has 
slipped me a psychotropic drug of 
some ilk and I am imagining all 
this. Which means... I'm currently 
out of my gourd on MacLadden's 
farm. 

Uther spits. He listens. He looks at one tree in particular 
and points. 


UTHER 

And that means that you're either 
Melvin. Or... maybe MacLadden. 

(Louder) Yeah I'm talking to you, 
dude behind the tree! 

A breed of monkey he has never seen before comes out behind 
the tree, cautiously. It's silver, with black face hands and 
feet, four feet tall. It stops and stares at Uther. Uther 
chuckles. 
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UTHER 

Well shit, Melvin. You're not gonna 
believe this. You're a monkey! 

The monkey reaches behind its butt and then hurls its hot 
wet shit at Uther. It lands square on side of Uther's face. 
Uther stands shocked as shit drips down from his face to his 
coveralls. 


UTHER 

Are you fucking kidding me right 
now? ! 

Uther grabs a rag from his hip pocket and wipes the shit 
from his face. The monkey screams at him in monkey chatter 
and claps its hands, pleased with itself. 

UTHER 

You think that shit is funny? 

C'mere you fucking monkey! 

Uther takes off at the monkey. The monkey climbs the tree 
out of reach and then screams at Uther from a branch. It 
starts plucking what looks like baby pineapples out of his 
tree and chucks them at Uther, pelting him in the head. 

UTHER 

AHHHH!!! JESUS!!! STOP!!!! 

Uther protects his head and keeps getting pelted as he 
retreats out of range. The monkey screams and then climbs 
again, disappearing into the tree tops. The jungle, which 
had sunlight filtering through the canopy, suddenly goes 
dark, Uther screams. 


UTHER 

What the Sam Hill Fuck is going on 
right now!!! Hello! Hello? Melvin! 

MEELVIN!!! 

Nothing but jungle chatter. We move away from Uther up the 
jungle hillside. Uther's yelling grows distant. 


Fade to: 
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EXT. SHADOWY GROVE - NIGHT 

A small clearing in a shadowy grove of ancient trees. On the 
edge of this clearing there are branches and vines that are 
formed into an altar of sorts. 

The altar is a phosphorescent pale green and full of white 
flowers, their petals aimed skywards, the flickering pink 
flames rising from their pistils make them look like 
candles. Fireflies paint the darkness of the grove with long 
neon yellow streaks of light. At the base of the altar lays 
Melvin, sleeping in a sarcophagus of vines and flowers. Only 
his face is exposed, his nose is still broken and bloodied, 
it's color is deep purple now. 

As we pull back a short distance from Melvin, we see there 
is a barefoot man standing at Melvin's feet, he's holding a 
spear. Pan up the spear to the man's face. He is the 
spitting image of Ponce De Leon's navigator Anton Aliminos, 
only younger, ripped, and from a more recent century. His 
eyes shine like a newborn's. 

He appears to be a shipwreck survivor of sorts, and he is: 
for this is FREDERICK NOONAN, the navigator of AMELIA 
EARHART'S infamous lost flight. He's wearing a ragged pair 
of cut-off slacks, there is an ancient looking knife on his 
hip, he's shirtless, and wearing a canvas backpack that 
looks crudely stitched together. Its shoulder straps are 
made from seatbelts, a blanket roll hangs beneath, an 
antigue spyglass is strapped to its side. A wine skin, the 
one that belonged to Anton Aliminos, hangs from a buckle on 
the back. Noonan's hair is long and tied up in a pony tail. 
His beard is tied into two tails beneath his chin. Noonan 
stoops down and lays a hand on the vines. 

NOONAN 

You have done well. She thanks you 
for your gift. 

The vines retreat, leaving Melvin laying passed out on the 
forest floor. The right pant leg of his jeans is bloody at 
the knee. Noonan drops his pack and spear and starts 
rummaging through Melvin's belongings, starting with the 
backpack, which lays open by Melvin's side. Noonan looks at 
the leather tag on the front of the bag: JanSport. 

He pulls out a Maglight flashlight from the bag, clicks the 
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button on and off, sending a shaft of light up into the 
darkness. He reaches in again and pulls out a cassette tape 
case with a streak of dried mud over the cover. He rubs the 
dirt away and turns the flashlight on so he can read it: 
it's AC/DC's Back in Black. He opens the case and finds the 
cassette, takes it out and turns it around in his hand. He's 
never seen one of these before. He sees the copyright date 
on the cassette. 


NOONAN 

1980 . . . 

Noonan returns the tape to its case and drops it in the 
backpack. He sets the backpack down beside Melvin. 

Noonan gingerly retrieves a wallet from Melvin's left pants 
pocket. He opens it, shines the maglight: there's cash in 
it, but no credit cards, no IDs, just an Albertson's grocery 
value card, some rolling papers, and where his ID should be 
is a picture of Melvin's family: His father and mother, a 
baby girl in his mother's arm, and beside them Izzy and 
Melvin. Melvin looks about 13 in this picture. Noonan takes 
the cash out. He's reading the tiny series date on each bill 
and then dropping the bill to the ground. 

NOONAN 

1993. 1988. 92, 92, 92, 92, 92, 92, 

96. (He sighs.) Shit. 

Noonan turns the mag-light off, returns the bills to the 
wallet into the bag. He steps over Melvin in a crouch to 
Melvin's right side. He reaches into Melvin's right pant 
pocket and pulls out a rolled up sandwich bag full of 
marijuana. Melvin's eyes open instantly and he grabs the 
wrist of Noonan's offending hand. 

MELVIN 

Que paso, pendejo?! 

Noonan tries to stand up but Melvin's other hand shoots up 
and grabs Noonan by the beard tails. 

MELVIN 

Hands off the mota, puto! 

Noonan steps on Melvin's broken knee, which makes Melvin let 
go and cry out in agony. He grabs his knee and rolls around 
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in pain. 


MELVIN 

AGH! MIERDA! PENDEJO! QUE CONO ES 
TU PROBLEMA?! 

Noonan grabs his spear. He stands up and drops the rolled up 
baggie on Melvin's chest. 

NOONAN 

Keep it. It's worthless here. 

Melvin tries to sit up but his body is wrecked. He balls the 
bag of weed up in his fist and lays back down, defeated. He 
looks up at his surroundings. 

Melvin's POV: trails of lights of fireflies, a soft green 
glow behind the dark shadows of trees, moving vegetation, 
the stars above the dark trees moving at a fast clip. 

MELVIN 

Bro... I think I'm tripping. 

Noonan stands over him, a dark shadow, silent. 

MELVIN 

Who are you? La migra? Have I been 
deported? 

Noonan answers from the shadows. 

NOONAN 

The name is Fred. You are injured. 

I can help. 

MELVIN 

You mean help yourself to my shit? 

Noonan points his spear at Melvin. 

NOONAN 

I'm no chisel. If I meant to take 
your things I'd be gone with them 
already. The last thing I want to 
do is watch you stumble around this 
place like Punchinello. 
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MELVIN 

I don't know no Punchinello. 

NOONAN 

What I'm trying to say is I had to 
figure this place out for myself. 

You don't have to. You're wounded, 
and if you catch an infection it 
won't take long at all for you to 
die here. Are you in a dying mood, 

Mr. Jansport? 

MELVIN 

Bro are you stupid? 

NOONAN 

Excuse me? 

MELVIN 

Jansport is the dude that makes 
backpacks. My name is Melvin. 

Noonan drives his spear into the ground. He kneels back at 
Melvin's side and takes the knife off his hip. 

NOONAN 

Melvin, I want to take a look at 
your knee. So I'm going to use this 
knife to cut a hole in your pant 
leg. 


MELVIN 

You a doctor? 

NOONAN 
Far from it. 

Melvin resigns and lays back, looking up at the trees. 

Noonan uses his blade to slice through Melvin's bloodied 
jeans leg and then tears a hole to expose the knee with his 
hands. The skin is black, sliced open, caked with blood, the 
knee is as big as a grapefruit. 

NOONAN 

Looks bad. How did this happen? 
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MELVIN 

Drove my truck off a cliff. But 
that was on a farm in Idaho. I hit 
my head pretty hard in the crash. 

I'm pretty sure I saw some kind of 
supernatural shit go down before I 
got knocked the fuck out. Now I'm 
in a jungle. I'm pretty sure I've 
been deported. 

NOONAN 

That's one way of looking at it. 

MELVIN 

Where are we then? 

NOONAN 

There's no simple answer to that 
guestion. 

Noonan puts the knife away takes the wine skin off his 
satchel. 


MELVIN 

Sure there is. Are we in the United 
States right now? 

NOONAN 

I suppose you could say that, yes. 

Noonan pours a bright shimmering liguid from the wine skin 
into his cupped hand. 

MELVIN 

Where though? And why is this place 
lit up like a discoteca? 

NOONAN 

Apogean bioluminescence. Hold 
still. 

He pours a small amount from his hand onto the injured knee. 

MELVIN 

Apologea what now? 
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NOONAN 

Let's call it magic, Melvin. 

As Noonan says this, the swollen knee shrinks to normal 
size, the blood washes away, the skin returns to its normal 
color, the gash on the side of his knee closes up and 
disappears. 

MELVIN 
It's all tingly. 

NOONAN 

You can sit up now. 

Melvin sits up. He stretches and retracts his right leg with 
ease, he examines his perfectly normal knee. 

MELVIN 
Amigo! How!? 

NOONAN 

I have no idea. But I can do the 
same for your nose. Lean your head 
back. Hold still. 

Noonan pours what remains in his cupped palm down the bridge 
of Melvin's nose. The large bruise fades away almost 
instantly and the bridge of his nose straightens out. Melvin 
touches his nose. He grabs it and wiggles it back and forth. 

MELVIN 

Is this real? Am I dreaming? 

NOONAN 

I ask myself that everyday. Here, 
take this and drink. Drink all of 
it. 

Melvin sniffs it. 


MELVIN 
What is it? 

NOONAN 
It's water. 

Melvin takes the wineskin from Noonan. He drinks deeply 
until the thing is empty. He wipes his mouth and then the 
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euphoria hits him. 


MELVIN 

Woah. What's in this?! I feel 
amazing! 

Light starts pouring out of Melvin's eyes, nose, mouth, 
ears, getting brighter and brighter until it's nearly 
blinding. He drops the wine skin and grabs his face. 

MELVIN 

Yo what the fuck did you just give 
me bro!? I'm blind! 

Noonan takes the wineskin, grabs his backpack, and stands. 
He pulls his spear out of the ground. 

NOONAN 

What you are experiencing is 
temporary. I don't care to be 
around for what comes next, so I'm 
going to leave and let things take 
their course. There's a trail that 
leaves this clearing. Come find me 
when you're through. 

Noonan disappears into the forest. 

MELVIN 

AMIGO? AMIGO! WAIT! WHAT HAPPENS 
NEXT?! 

Melvin lays back down puts his hands over his eyes, the 
light spills out between his fingers. 

MELVIN 
(in Spanish) 

Oh god. Oh mommy. Ohhh mommy... 

Melvin starts writhing, he arches his back. He grabs at the 
earth and digs his fingers in. His mouth and eyes are wide 
open, and his face is like a floodlight, casting a blinding 
beam wherever he points it. 

MELVIN 
(in Spanish) 

Holy shit! I'm cumming! Oh Jesus 
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(cont'd) 

Christ I'm cumming! I can't stop! 

Goddamn! I can't stop cumming! 

AHHHH!!! AHHHHHH!!! 

EXT FOREST - DAWN 

Uther makes his way downhill through a shadowy mist filled 
forest. His coveralls have been peeled down to his waist and 
tied off so that it's just the tank up top. Muted daylight 
suddenly comes through the mist, and he can see much further 
up these majestic trees. 

Tiny glowing red frogs leap away from the path in front of 
him with each step he takes. Clouds climb up the landscape 
and move through the trees like ghosts. Uther seems more 
accepting of his situation and is taking time to appreciate 
the beauty of it, because if we're being honest, the life of 
a castaway has long been hidden away in his innermost 
fantasies. Uther was made for a place like this. 

He puts his hand on a massive tree and looks up where it 
disappears into the mist. 

UTHER 

Old growth. Real old growth. 

He walks a little further down where he sees a tree whose 
trunk is as wide as his house. He runs his hand along it as 
he passes, staring up the side of the behemoth. 

UTHER 
Ancient growth. 

He puts his hand on the tree and feels an intense sort of 
rush, which makes him jerk his hand away. 

EXT. PRECIPICE - DAY 

Uther comes out of the forest onto the precipice where many 
Spaniards were slaughtered earlier in this episode. He can 
see a patch of blue sky, as there is no tree canopy here on 
this rock. It's windy here. 

UTHER 

Dozens of dead conguistadors... 

From the remnants of the battle it seems that all the 
weapons have been scavenged but there is no lack of 
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Conquistador armor. Uther walks to over where the eight 
soldiers were struck by lightning. He picks a rusty 
conquistador helmet off of a dead Spaniard's skull and puts 
it on his head. 

The sky above glows orange then pink and then it is night 
again. Pitch black, but for the glow of the jungle around 
him and the stars above. Uther looks at two dead soldiers 
that are propped up against a jutting stone. 

UTHER 

(in Spanish) 

Mind if I sit here? 

Uther sits down between the skeletons. He looks at one of 
them. 


UTHER 

(in Spanish) 

How old are you? 

Uther makes the soldier speak by moving it's jaw. 

UTHER 

(in Spanish) 

I am five-hundred years old! 

Uther pulls one of the weird pineapples that the monkey 
chucked at him from his pocket. He uses his knife to peel 
off part of the rind, and then carves off a chunk of the 
bright orange fruit inside. He eats right off the blade. 

UTHER 

Mmm... oh my god... how can this 
taste so good? (Turns to one 
soldier, speaks Spanish) You guys 
try one of these yet? They're to 
die for! 

Uther laughs like he's lost his mind and slaps the soldier 
on his armored back, which sends the soldier's skull flying. 
It lands on the precipice and then rolls down until it 
disappears off the edge. Uther carves another piece off and 
eats. He melts into the rock, blissed out by how good the 
fruit is. 
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UTHER 

Oh sweet Jesus... I'm in heaven. 

Uther watches the moon rise over the trees. It crosses his 
patch of sky at a speed that seems unnatural and then is 
gone from view. The stars track behind the moon at a slower 
pace. He turns to the other soldier. 

UTHER 

Any idea where we are? (Beat) Or 
like why night and day keep turnin 
off and on and off and on like 
someone's fiddlin with a light 
switch? 

The dead soldier says nothing. 

UTHER 

Yeah me neither. 


EXT JUNGLE TRAIL - DAY 

We follow Uther as he lowers himself down a narrow trail 
between walls of stone. He is using tree roots for 
handholds. His hair whips in a hard wind; he has a short 
beard now. The path is so narrow that the brush above it 
forms a tunnel. Roots tumble in and out of the trails 
bottom, which is mossy, wet, rocky. Little wisps and specks 
of bright water trickle down the path. 

Uther gets to a place where the trail gets even more closed 
in. A darkish tunnel, but at the end of it he can see 
daylight. 

Uther removes the conquistador helmet and crawls into the 
tunnel, the wind is blowing really hard here. 

He struggles against the wind until he reaches the lip where 
the light pours in. He pokes his head out of the hole. His 
hair swirls around his head madly. 

In this moment it becomes apparent that the diffuse light 
fog that surrounds him is the heart of a cloud, which, on 
occasion, dissolves enough for him to see that he is tens of 
thousands of feet above Lake Michigan and the city of 
Chicago. He is passing over the city, as if in an airplane. 
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In three quick blips the light goes from bright orange to 
pink to black and the land around Chicago goes dark, leaving 
the lights of the city to sparkle. 

UTHER 

Mierde a mi madre... 

EXT. MOUNTAIN SIDE - DAY 

Wide shot: Noonan is making his way across the side of a 
steep mountain, hopping from one boulder to another. His 
spear is now secured to his pack. Melvin is close behind. 
Below them are clouds. 

CU of Melvin as he climbs up the side of boulder. His eyes 
shine like a newborn's. His facial hair, though sparse, is 
coming in. Melvin was muscular before, but now he's jacked. 
He's wearing his Jansport backpack. His jeans are cut off at 
the knees. 

Noonan stands atop the rock that Melvin is climbing. When 
Melvin is within reach, Noonan offers Melvin his hand and 
pulls him up. 

Ahead in the distance is a series of tall pillar stone 
formations that rise from the clouds. Wedged betwixt these 
pillars is the wreckage of a 2 prop engine plane. The sun is 
headed for the horizon behind this scene. 

NOONAN 

You see that plane over there? 

MELVIN 

Yeah. 

The sun has set, the landscape goes dark. Stars appear and 
spin away from the horizon, the pillars and plane wreck are 
now in dark silhouette against a navy sky. Noonan takes a 
seat on the rock. Melvin sits beside him. 

NOONAN 

That's where we're headed. (He 
sits.) It's treacherous in the dark 
so we'11 stop here for a moment 
until the sun returns. 
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MELVIN 

Why is the sun moving so fast? 

NOONAN 

I don't know... time flies at a 
blistering speed up here. 

Approximately 54 times faster than 
what we're accustomed to on Earth, 
by my estimation. It takes 27 
minutes for a single day to pass, 
which means in roughly 13 minutes 
the sun will rise behind us in the 
east. 

They sit in silence for a moment. Melvin seems immersed in 
thought. 


MELVIN 

This can't be real. 

NOONAN 

There's a lot to process. How are 
you feeling now? 

MELVIN 

Super strong. Lots of energy. Look 
at me, I'm jacked. 

NOONAN 

You've become your best physical 
self. Your body is without flaw, 
you will always be in perfect 
health. How old are you? 

MELVIN 
Twenty-one. 

NOONAN 

Well Melvin, from here on out your 
body is forever twenty-one. You'll 
never age another day. How old do 
you think I am? 

MELVIN 

I dunno man. Thirty? 
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NOONAN 

I was 44 years old when I got here, 
and I spent most of those years 
trashing my body. I looked like 
shit. I felt like shit. It hurt to 
be alive. But when I drank the 
water here, all the shit was washed 
away. Any signs of age I'd been 
showing: erased. I had a receding 
hairline and was going grey. That 
all grew back. The grey is gone. I 
had crows feet and wrinkles. My 
skin got tight as a drum. 

(He indicates his toned 
physique.) 

All of this was flabby too. One 
drink of the water here and 
suddenly I look better than Johnny 
Weissmuller. That was in 1937. What 
year is it now? 

MELVIN 

1999. Johnny who? 

NOONAN 

Tarzan? Doesn't matter, (beat) I 
was born in 1893. That makes me 106 
years old. 


MELVIN 

Shit bro, you look fucking great 
for 106. 


NOONAN 

It's true, Melvin. I'm forever 
young. But if it's 1999 that means 
I've been a prisoner here for 62 
years. And what's worse, by my own 
perception of time it seems that I 
have only been stranded here for a 
little more than a year. 

What feels like a year up here is 
nearly a lifetime down there. So I 

(MORE) 
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NOONAN (cont'd) 

ask you: I'm seemingly immortal... 
but at what cost? Everyone I know 
and love is dead and gone, and 
there's no getting off this rock. 

Neither you nor I will ever leave 
this place alive. 

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY 

Uther is dirty, sweaty. He's carefully pulling himself up a 
steep incline of the island, using roots like rungs of a 
ladder. He has about a month's growth of hair on his face. 
His hair is so long that it doesn't stand up on it own any 

more. It keeps falling in his face. So he stops, cuts a 

strip of fabric from the sleeve of his coveralls, and ties 

his hair up in a bun. He climbs a boulder to its top. He 

hops to another boulder. 

EXT. CLIFFSIDE 

A hand comes up over a cliff. Uther pulls himself up. He's 
exhausted, dehydrated. He pulls off his tank top and shoves 
a chaw under his lip. He looks up at the sheer rock ahead of 
him that rises out of sight. To his right is a solid wall of 
dense brush and brambles. 

UTHER 

For fuck's sake. 

He looks back down the way he just came. It's a long way 
down to the precipice. He spits. He yells to the fucking 
sky. 

UTHER 

AIN'T THERE AN EASIER WAY TO THE 
TOP? ! 

Just as he yells this, the vegetation to his right opens up 
like a portal, revealing a short tunnel into the thorns. 

UTHER 

Well that's more like it! 

INT. TUNNEL OF THORNS 

Uther cautiously steps into the opening. The path before him 
unfolds even further. He follows it. The further he walks, 
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the more it opens. There are clusters of blackberries 
hanging from the branches that line the tunnel, Uther picks 
a handful as he walks. He tries one. 

UTHER 

Mmm. Tasty tunnel. I thank you for 
your hospitality. 

Uther and the brambles form a comfortable symbiotic pace as 
Uther stuffs his face with blackberries. 

UTHER 

You know, back home I tell plants 
what to do too. It just takes a 
whole lot longer for them to 
cooperate. 

As Uther walks towards camera, the path behind him closes 
up. 

UTHER 

So if you're taking reguests, I'd 
be obliged if you'd lead this horse 
to water. I have a thirst to 
guench. 

The path suddenly stops, diverts left. Uther follows. Soon 
the sound of a rushing creek can be heard. 

UTHER 

I can hear it. Let me at it. 

EXT. CATHEDRAL OF DOGWOODS 

Uther comes out into a dimly lit cathedral of dogwoods with 
white glowing blossoms. The ground is completely carpeted in 
a bright green moss; bright yellow motes rise from the moss 
like embers. The sounds of water are now roaring. 

Through the trees he can see the bright glow of a wide 
flowing creek. 

A humming bird flies to Uther's face and hangs there just 
inches away. 


(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 


46 


UTHER 

Well if this ain't a slice of 
Paradise. 

The hummingbird sticks it's wicked long tongue out at Uther 
and then darts off. 

The tunnel of thorns seals up behind Uther. 

EXT. THE ELECTRA - NIGHT 

Here we see the Electra: a rusty two prop engine plane which 
has crashed into a large rocky formation on the side of the 
island. The plane has only a slight downward tilt to it. 

It's right wing and tail fin have been shorn off, the bottom 
of the fuselage is scraped and dented but the rest of the 
craft is relatively intact. The cockpit hangs over an abyss 
of sky. Far below we can see the lights of a city 
approaching. 

The wind is fierce on this exposed side of the island, the 
trees scattered along the rocky slope are swaying back and 
forth with an almost hypnotic movement. 

Noonan and Melvin are standing on a rock formation, twenty 
feet from the Electra. There is a massive log set down 
between this rock and the plane. The clouds have dissipated 
and the Earth below is clearly visible. Noonan takes the 
spyglass off of his pack and hands it to Melvin. He points 
at the city below. It's covered in snow. 

NOONAN 

Annapolis. Take a look. 

Melvin takes the spyglass. 

MELVIN 

See... it's shit like this that has 
me convinced I'm either dead or 
dreaming. How is all this rock just 
floating in the sky? 

NOONAN 

I don't have an answer. 
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MELVIN 

It's fucking stupid is what it is. 

Melvin looks through the spy glass and sees the lights of 
the approaching the snow covered city, the long bridge that 
leads to it. 

A full moon rises up from the horizon. Melvin trains the 
spyglass on it. After a long look, Melvin hands the glass 
back to Noonan. 


MELVIN 

So where is Annapolis? 

NOONAN 

Maryland, last I heard. 

MELVIN 

I moved from Bolivia to Idaho when 
I was young. Never been anywhere 
else. Kinda weird this is how I end 
up seeing the world. 

NOONAN 

From up here it only it only takes 
a couple of days. The route we're 
on will have us over Paris in a few 
hours. 

Noonan secures his spyglass to his satchel. 

MELVIN 

If we're going to live forever, 
then why can't we just jump down? 

NOONAN 

Just because you've stopped aging 
doesn't mean you can't be killed. 

It's time to cross. Follow my lead. 

Noonan steps on the log and crosses from the rocky ledge 
over an abyss to the Electra's final resting place. Melvin 
stands on the ledge, watching him. The wind is blowing so 
hard they have to yell. 
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NOONAN 

Okay! Now you! 

MELVIN 

No fucking way man! It's too windy! 

NOONAN 

Melvin, you can do this! You have 
the agility of a cat now! 

MELVIN 

You can go fuck that cat! 

NOONAN 

Then just sit on the log and scoot 
on your butt! 

MELVIN 

Fine! 

Melvin sits on his butt and starts scooting across. Midway 
looks down and sees the earth tens of thousands of feet 
below. 


MELVIN 

Jesus Christ! 

Melvin hugs the tree for his life. Annapolis is directly 
below him now. 


MELVIN 

Shit, man! I can't do this! 

NOONAN 

You have to trust me, Melvin! You 
aren't meant to die like this! 

Scoot closer and give me your hand! 

MELVIN 

How the fuck do you know what I'm 
meant for?! 

NOONAN 

Suit yourself! See how far you get 
without me. 

Noonan turns around and heads for the Electra. 
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MELVIN 

FUCK!!! OKAY! WAIT! I'M COMING! 

INT. ELECTRA- NIGHT 

NOONAN drops down through a hatch into the cockpit of the 
Electra and moves down the fuselage to make room for Melvin. 

NOONAN 

So this is it. "The Electra". Close 
the hatch behind you. 


Melvin pulls the hatch shut as Noonan moves towards the back 
of the plane. 


NOONAN 

Watch your head. We use to have to 
crawl through this section before I 
removed the fuel tanks. 

There's a hand stitched hammock made from women's clothing 
stored against the cockpit wall above some rolled up 
navigation maps and oceanographic charts. There are shelves 
built into the left wall of the plane, some neatly filled 
with random objects of antiquity. Also, navigator tools: 
sextant, bubble octant, compass, chronometer, etc. The last 
three shelves are filled with a variety of strange fruits. 

Spaced out along these shelves are halved coconut shells 
filled with shimmering water, in each bowl floats a flower 
with a pink flame rising from the pistil. They provide ample 
light in the cabin. Noonan hangs his satchel on a makeshift 
hook. He pulls his desk from the wall and turns it to face 
Melvin. Noonan takes a candle off the wall and sets it in 
the middle of the desk. He takes a seat. 

NOONAN 

There's a cooler behind the pilot 
seat. Pull it up to the table. 

MELVIN 

So this is how you got here? You 
crashed your plane? 
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NOONAN 

I wasn't the pilot. I was the 
navigator. 

INT. ELECTRA - DAY 

FLASHBACK: 

A clean cut Noonan sits dejectedly at his navigator's desk. 
His maps and tools spread out. He's holding a lit cigarette 
with his head in his hands, elbows on knees, looking at the 
floor. 

Clouds whip past the windshield. AMELIA EARHART is in the 
pilot's seat of the cockpit, she is turned in her seat 
looking at Noonan. She looks spent, she has bags under her 
eyes, tears are streaming down her cheeks, she's angry. 

AMELIA 

YOU'VE FUCKED US FRED! YOU'RE OFF 
YOUR NUT AND WE'RE GOING TO DIE 
BECAUSE OF IT! 

Fred looks up, face full of guilt. His eyes are glassy. 

NOONAN 

Amelia... I'm sorry. 

AMELIA 

FUCK YOU, FRED! 

She turns back around. She speaks into her headset, tears 
flowing. 


AMELIA 

King How Able Queen Queen calling 
Itasca. Running out of gas. 

CU of fuel gauge nearly on empty. 

AMELIA 

Only half hour left. We have been 
unable to reach you. We will repeat 
this on 6210 kilocycles. 


Noonan takes a flask from his jacket pocket and takes a long 
hard drink. He swipes all of his navigation instruments and 
papers off his desk. 
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NT. ELECTRA - NIGHT 

Melvin pulls the cooler up to the desk and sits across from 
Noonan. Noonan stares like he's taking a long walk in his 
mind. 


MELVIN 

So where's the pilot then? 

NOONAN 

I don't know. I was knocked out 
cold in the crash. When I came to, 
she was gone. 

CUT TO BLACK 


EXT. MACLADDEN COMPOUND - NIGHT 

An old record playing The New London's Symphony Orchestra's 
Claire De Lune can be heard. 

Title: WINTER, 2000. AMERICAN FALLS RESERVOIR, IDAHO. 

Fade in: 

Establishing shot of the MacLadden Compound. There's a full 
moon in the sky, which carves a path of white light across 
the American Falls Reservoir in the distance. Snow is gently 
falling. The compound and surrounding landscape is covered 
in moonlit snow. The windows in the west wing of the 
compound are filled with a warm yellow light. 

We move to one such lit window where Alistair Macladden can 
be seen at his desk, typing plaintively on the Olivetti. 

INT. MACLADDEN FAMILY LIBRARY 

MacLadden is typing while seated at a massive oak table 
under the windows of the MacLadden Family Library. He's 
wearing a smoking jacket, black silk pajama pants, bear feet 
slippers. 

Just outside his window, his Survivalist training course is 
covered in moonlit snow. 

To the left of the table is a hi-fi stereo system in a 
cabinet, Claire De Lune is spinning on the turntable. 
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The camera explores the library. A chandelier hangs from the 
ceiling, casting a yellow glow on the room. The walls to 
either side of MacLadden's table are lined with record bins 
that can be browsed through at standing height. Above these 
bins are bookshelves to the ceiling, crammed with books. 

The wall opposite of MacLadden's work table has a roaring 
fireplace. On the left side of the fireplace is a weathered 
oak pedestal, on top of which is an "in-progress" plasticine 
scale model of the floating island of Eden. 

The wall behind the pedestal is full of photocopied 
newspaper clippings about Amelia Earhart's last flight and 
disappearance. There are various framed photos of Amelia and 
her plane, including the one where she and Noonan are 
standing in front of the Electra before embarking on their 
last flight. 

Above the fireplace is a large black and white charcoal 
portrait of Amelia Earhart wearing a white leather aviator's 
helmet. She looks like an angel. A long ornate candelabra 
beneath her portrait filled with lit candles sits on the 
fireplace mantle. Along the mantle, left to right: a white 
leather aviator's cap and goggles on a woman's manneguin 
head, a row of tiny portrait frames on the mantle, all 
Amelia, and a 1/72 scale model of the Lockheed Electra 10E. 

On the right side of the fireplace is a free standing 
chalkboard with drawings of Eden, and the trajectory of the 
Electra down the mountainside to its final resting place. 

The sound of typing stops. 

MacLadden lifts his glasses and wipes tears from his eyes. 

He lights a cigarette. He pulls the typed sheet from the 
Olivetti and reads through it, mumbling. 

CU of what MacLadden has been typing: 

Noonan stares off and takes long walk in his mind. 

"So where's the pilot then?" asks Melvin, breaking the 
silence. 

The question snaps Noonan out of his thoughts. "I don't 
know. I was knocked out cold in the crash. When I came to, 
she was gone." 
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Macladden places the typed sheet upside down on a stack of 
typed sheets on a silver platter. 

He loads a new sheet and starts typing and speaking 
simultaneously. 


MACLADDEN 

Ghostly glowing butterflies lilt 
about Uther's bare feet as he walks 
from the tunnel of thorns towards 
the bright creek. He climbs over a 
pile of mossy boulders at the 
creek's edge and finds there a deep 
pool of water brimming with light. 


EXT. CATHEDRAL OF DOGWOODS 

Ghostly glowing butterflies lilt around Uther's bare feet as 
he walks towards the bright creek water. He climbs over a 
pile of mossy boulders at the creek's edge to find a deep 
pool of water brimming with light. 

MACLADDEN (V.O) 

To the left is an eight foot tall 
waterfall that descends into the 
pool. The fast flowing water has a 
ghostly white blur, but the water 
in the pool is oddly calm, and 
crystal clear. 

Uther gets down on his stomach with his head over the edge 
of the boulder and sees his reflection in the brightly lit 
water, his beard, his samurai hairdo. 

MACLADDEN (V.O) 

Uther runs his fingers through his 
beard. How long has he been here? 

He's slept twice so far, so... 
three days it seems. But the beard 
he wears tells a different story. 

Uther dips both hands into his reflection and scoops up the 
iridescent water. He sits back on his haunches with his 
hands still cupped and brings it to his face. He sniffs the 
bright liquid, stares at it, unsure if he should drink it. 

He closes his eyes and meditates. He speaks with authority. 
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UTHER 

This is water from the movie Tron. 

Tron was a shitty movie from the 
eighties about a guy who gets 
trapped in his computer. 

Even though Tron was a shitty 
movie, we all secretly loved Tron 
because it was all glowy futuristic 
and trippy as fuck. This water in 
my hands looks exactly what the 
water looked like in that movie. 

When the people of Tron drank it, 
it was pure energy, it restored 
their vitality, it made the blue 
lights of their computerized bodies 
burn bright. 

I too am trapped in a place that 
doesn't exist. Everything glows and 
looks trippy as fuck. But this is 
not a shitty movie, this is just a 
shitty dream, and I know this now 
because in my hands I hold Tron 
water. And Tron water could have 
only come from one place: My brain. 

If this water came from my brain 
then it follows that this place is 
what I make it, and therefore I 
declare this liquid in my hands to 
be Ice. Cold. Refreshing. Life- 
giving. Tron Water. 

Uther opens his eyes. He brings the bright water to his lips 
and drinks deeply. 

INT. MACLADDEN FAMILY LIBRARY 

MacLadden, typing: Uther opens his eyes. He brings the 
bright water to his lips and drinks deeply. 

Claire De Lune is done playing and all that can be heard now 
is the rhythmic dull pop of the needle riding the last 
groove. 

MacLadden stops typing and sips his red cocktail, sets his 
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cigarette in an ashtray. 

He walks over to the stereo, lifts the needle, and pulls the 
record off the turntable. He returns the record to its 
sleeve and files it away in the CLASSICAL bin next to the 
stereo. Next to the CLASSICAL bin is SOUL. He flips through 
his SOUL bin until he lands on Aretha Franklin's Lady Sou l. 
He flips it over, looks at the track listing. 

MacLadden puts the record on the turntable. He lifts the 
needle and carefully places it almost dead center of the 
record and presses play. The song is People Get Ready. 
MacLadden croons along in falsetto, slow dancing away from 
the turntable. 


MACLADDEN 

People get reaadyyyy... there's a 
traaain a comini Doooon't need no 
baggaage , you just get on boaard. 

He dances over to his typewriter and grabs his cigarette and 
his red drink. 

MACLADDEN 

All we neeed is faith... to hear 
the diesel's humming. Doooon't need 
no tickeeet... you just thaaank the 
Loord. 

Dissolve to: Macladden typing while nodding as the music 
plays. The diegetic sound dies away while the music plays 
through a guick montage. Pull back, dissolve to: 

EXT. CATHEDRAL OF DOGWOODS 

Uther on his stomach drinking handful after handful of 
water. He sits straight up as the water's euphoric effects 
surge through him. Light starts pouring from his eyes, 
mouth, nose and ears. He grabs at his face, he is blind, and 
boy does he looks angry about it, because life ain't fair. 

He is screaming obscenities and punching himself in the 
face. 


Dissolve to: 
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INT. MACLADDEN FAMILY LIBRARY 

The words on the page read: Uther repeatedly punches himself 
in the face. 

MacLadden is grinning as he types. We see him type the line: 
his face is a floodlight, casting a blinding beam wherever 
he points it. 

MacLadden hits the carriage return and types another line: 

His face contorts in inhuman directions as Uther embarks on 
the jizz of a lifetime. 

CU of MacLadden chuckling to himself as he types. He takes a 
drag of his cigarette. 

Dissolve to; 

EXT. CATHEDRAL OF DOGWOODS 

CU of Uther's face bursting with light. He stops cussing as 
he realizes he's on the cusp of a mama kahuna orgasm. 

Uther's face contorts in inhuman directions as he embarks on 
the jizz of a lifetime. 

Medium shot of Uther seizing and jerking and cursing on the 
boulder with his hands grabbing his crotch. He tumbles off 
the rock into the mossy forest floor, hits his head on a 
rock and flops around like a fish. 

He digs his fingers into the earth as if its the only thing 
to keep him from flying off into space. He arches his back 
and screams. The light of his face fills canopy of trees. 
Birds scatter. 

The muscles of his arms and shoulders become bigger, more 
defined, veiny. His pectorals swell, become defined. His 
belly melts away to a well defined six pack. 

CU of Uther's "0" face as he turns from a 62 year old man to 
a man of 30 years. 


Cut to: 
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INT. MACLADDEN FAMILY LIBRARY 

Macladden puts out his cigarette. He pulls a typed sheet 
from the typewriter, sets it upside down on the stack on the 
silver platter. 

He stands up, stretches, yawns. Grabs the fire extinguisher 
from under his table, walks over to the roaring fireplace, 
and puts the fire out with the extinguisher. He sets the 
extinguisher down. He claps twice, and the whole room goes 
dark but for the candle lit portrait of Amelia Earhart. 

MacLadden exits the room, closing the door behind him. 

FADE TO BLACK. 



